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DREAMS  OF  THE  MORNING. 


THE    SUNSET    OF    SUMMER. 


A   PRELUDE. 


No  breath  disturbs  the  tranquil  eve 
O'er  which  the  zephyrs  wont  to  grieve; 
So  calm  in  each  pure  element, 
The  dying  rays  from  Phcebus  sent 
Seem  as  the  beams  of  Paradise, 
The  radiant  sheen  of  eastern  skies 
That  mocks  the  flame  of  living  light, 
The  hue  which  gilds  Olympus'  height. 
Or  dies  upon  Citharon's  brow 
While  sets  the  sun,  as  fades  it  now. 
Immortal  Phoebus!  thus  thy  beam 
Seems  but  the  phantom  of  a  dream; 
Gilds  the  pure  azure  of  the  sky 
The  paynim's  open  canopy, 


DREAMS  OF  THE   MORNING. 

And,  pillar' d  on  the  western  cloud, 
Adorns  once  more  thy  evening  shroud. 
Above — the  clouds  w^ith  golden  hue 
Reflect  thy  ling'ring,  last  adieu; 
Beneath — the  land  and  silent  deep,  . 
Imbue  the  tints  of  Nature's  sleep, 
And  dying  day  in  earth  and  air 
Betrays  the  twilight  lurking  there. 

On  such  an  eve,  at  set  of  day 

Was   Phoebus  glad; 
But  by  the  stream  and  foaming  sprny 

My  heart  was  sad. 
Yet  by  that  sun  and  by  that  stream 
Sunk  as  to  slumber  or  to  dream. 

Not  quite  had  sunk  the  weary  sun 

Into  his  rest, 
Nor  sought  the  shade,  his. journey  done. 

Far  down  the  west, 
As  oft  he  sinks  in  twilight  hid 
Behind  the  Memphian  pyramid; 


THE  SUNSET  OF  SUMMER. 

But  softly  sheds  his  farewell  blaze, 

Along  the  height, 
Even  as  the  hght  of  former  days 

More  dimly  bright; 
That  hue  which  fades,  yet  parts  not  quite 
With  gushing  life's  extinguished  light. 


Oh!  it  were  joyful  in  that  hour 

To  watch  the  sky, 
To  see  the  wave  its  eddies  pour 

In  torrents  by! 
But  I  was  sad  to  hear  the  flow, 
Those  murmers  soft,  and  clear,  and  low. 


And  visions  of  the  fairy  past 

Came  in  their  pride; 
The  beautiful,  the  calm,  the  last 

To  frown  or  chide; 
Dreams  of  the  time  when  hope  and  joy 
Were  sent  to  bless,  and  not  destroy. 
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Yes — those  were  dreams  enough  to  move 

The  waveless  breast! 
Dreams  as  of  those  who  dwell  above, 

The  only  blest! 
They  came  and  went — yet  still  was  sad 
The  only  heart  can  ne'er  be  glad. 


He  who  hath  watched  the  silent  dead 

In  hour  of  doom; 
He,  only  he,  could  guess  my  tread, 

Or  hopeless  gloom. 
I  gazed  upon  that  downward  stream— 
T  saw  the  sun's  departing  beam. 


The  morning  came;  the  sunbeam  lay 

Upon  my  arch — 
The  Dreams  of  Morning  pass  away 

With  hasty  march! 
Shall  he  who  reads  this  flying  page 
Forbid  it  live  to  future  age? 
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TO    THE    FUTURE 


Mysterious  Time  to  be! 
Strange  is  the  tale  which  thou  shalt  tell 

^s  song  in  hour  of  glee; 
Long  may  the  heart  recoil,  rebel — 

At  last  must  yield  to  thee! 

Deep  in  thy  unknown  clime 
Lie  dark  and  dim  the  destinies 

Of  ages  in  their  prime; 
The  mystery  of  mysteries, 

The  lapse  of  future  time! 

No  goal  is  thine;  the  past 
Which  late  was  thine,  hath  bowed  to  thee, 

Nor  scarce  its  shadows  cast 
Along  thy  sky.     Still  art  thou  free 

To  move  unto  thv  last. 
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Still  on,'and  on,  thy  race 
To  end  but  with  eternity, 

Which  in  its  wild  embrace 
At  last  shall  meet  thy  destiny, 

For  thee  a  dwelling  place. 

Dim  is  thine  atmosphere; 
No  distant  sun  to  chase  the  gloom 

From  all  we  hope  or  fear; 
But  thine  the  darkness  of  the  tomb, 

False  hopes  upon  the  bier. 

But  yet  with  thee  may  dwell 
The  flowers  of  love  in  early  bloom, 

And  dreams  too  fair  to  tell; 
Nor  one  wild  wave,  save  to  resume 

Its  calm  unruffled  swell. 

But  vain  such  idle  tale! 
If  joy  is  thine,  no  matter  this; 

Enough — that  dreams  do  fail,  - 
And  flow'rets  fade  amid  their  bli  ;■. 

And  bend  unto  the  gale. 
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Within  thy  realms  abide 
The  great  and  glorious  yet  to  be, 

False  visions  as  they  glide 
Far  o'er  thy  wide  and  unknown  sea 

Bome  by  the  wind  and  tide; 

Strange  deeds  of  dark  emprise, 
The  battle  and  the  flight,  the  fall 

Of  kings  no  more  to  rise; 
Fair  Liberty  embracing  all, 

Thy  last  and  loftiest  prize. 

Blest  are  the  hopes  which  twine 
Around  thy  dark  untrodden  shrine, 
-Pure  as  the  beams  which  shine 
Along  the  sky,  as  to  combine 

Bright,  beautiful,  divine. 

Long  may  thy  ages  roll 
Yet  still  to  thee  shall  mortals  bow, 

Albeit  not  thine  the  goal, 
And  deathless  hope  her  radiance  throw 

Far  o'er  thy  gloomy  scroll. 
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TO    AN    ALBATROSS. 

Bird  of  the  piercing  eye! 
Far  is  thy  flight  alcjng  the  sea 

In  chance  to  spy 
^he  seaman  lost,  or  soon  to  he 

In  danger  nigh. 

Wild  as  thine  element, 
The  dark -blue  sea;  the  bounding  wave 

By  tempest  tost. 
Thy  lone  abode  is  o'er  the  grave 

To  daring  lent. 

Thy  joy  to  haunt  the  deep, 
Th'  unbounded  v^^aste,  the  unsought  shore. 

Thy  sea-girt  steep; 
Alone  thy  music  ocean's  roar 

The  breaker's  leap. 
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Joy  to  thy  solitude! 
Far  o'er  the  limits  of  the  sky 

Thy  fearless  brood; 
No  mortal  fray  to  bend  thine  eye 

From  lonely  mood. 

No  change  is  thine;  the  sea 
Thy  changeless  home,  all  save  the  cloud 

But  scorn  to  thee; 
Vea — more  thy  joy  within  that  shroud 

Away  to  flee. 

From  autumn  to  the  spring 
Still  is  thy  flight  afar,  away 

On  constant  wing. 
While  o'er  thy  crest  the  mists  of  day 

Their  freshness  fling. 
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TO    LOVE 


0  power  of  love!  with  matchless  art 
Descend  once  more;   ah!   where  thy  power, 
Diana,  where  thy  magic  brow 

To  chain  the  hearti 

Gone  is  thy  power — gone  as  the  fire. 
The  flame  which  led  my  wayward  path, 
Gone — in  the  moment  of  tny  wrath — 

My  infant  lyre. 

Ah!  but  to  gaze  upon  the  past, 
To  call  to  life  thy  dreams  again, 
So  much  unsought,  so  wholly  vain — 

1  scorn  at  last. 

If  thou  hast  shed  thy  final  dart, 
No  marvel  if  thy  power  is  gone; 
I  scorn  the  past — thy  worst  is  done    • 

Upon  my  heart. 
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The  power  of  love  no  more  is  mine. 
No  more  its  beam  my  guiding  star, 
No  more  one  dream  to  cast  its  bar 

On  high  design. 

But  this  the  truth;  no  joy  of  earth 
Befits  the  mind;  far  too  divine 
The  lineage  of  its  lofty  line, 

A  godlike  birth. 

Then  wherefore  pause  in  scorn  to  bow 
At  beauty's  shrine  1     It  is  not  here 
One  burning  thought  demands  a  tear 

For  banished  vow. 
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TO    THE    PAST. 


\Mieii  dying  day  hath  ceased  to  burn, 
x\nd  Luna  rears  her  crescent  high. 

Time  of  the  Past!   to  thee  I  turn 

My  fondest  gaze  and  weary  eye, 

No  joyous  beam  to  light  the  urn 

"\Mience  all  but  hope  and  love  return. 

J^eparted  Time!   thy  last  farewell 

In  vain  is  linked  with  many  a  smile; 

For  there  are  hearts  which  scorn  to  tell 
Yet  bleed  beneath  thy  fatal  guile; 

Yea — there  are  wounds  too  oft  conceal 'd, 

liorne  in  the  heart,  and  never  heal'd. 
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Thy  tale  is  told;   I  cannot  see 

Auffht  which  is  thine  unfit  to  be 

Part  of  the  future;  as  the  sea 

Still  onward  flows  unchangeably; 

But  vain  the  thought  which  claims  from  thee 

Thy  envied  pleasures,  past  and  free.   , 


Yet  through  the  mist  which  dim  thy  sky 
Each  long-loved  scene,  not  yet  forgot. 

But  faintly  meets  the  canopy 

Which  far  around  thy  lovliest  spot 

Hath  shed  the  hues  of  darker  night 

Than  is  of  earth — the  storm  and  blight. 


Still  at  thy  shrine  the  heart  may  bend, 

Nor  fond  remembrance  cease  to  play. 

Albeit  no  beams  of  thine  portend 

The  cloudless  sky  and  fairer  day. 

That  dream  is  sad — I  yield  at  last — 

Too  much  in  pride  to  scorn  the  blast. 
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The  past  is  gone;  but  in  the  chain 

Which  in  dependence  thence  is  drawn 

Enough  to  mark  our  life  for  pain, 

And  to  the  combat  which  is  gone 

To  link  fresh  strife,  as  striving  still 

To  overcome  our  seeming  ill. 


It  is  not  wisdom,  that  which  bids 

One  doubt  to  yield  unto  despair; 

But  there  are  wrecks  no  seaman  guides 
To  reach  the  port,  no  matter  where; 

Nor  safe  is  he  whose  feeble  ray 

Ne'er  sought  the  wave  or  distant  shore. 


Such  is  thy  boast,  relentless  Past! 

The  wreck  of  love,  the  deathless  strife, 
As  that  we  dread  to  meet  at  last. 

And  more  than  seem  of  mortal  life 
Are  thine — the  darkness  and  the  gloom, 
Which  wait  not  long;   as  for  the  tomb- 
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AN    ACROSTIC. 


-Nil  sine  te  mei, 


Prosunt  honores. 

HORACE. 


Ere  passion  wings  its  eagle  flight. 
Left  by  its  fires — a  dying  light — 
N^iewless,  yet  deeply  in  the  heart, 
Its  power  is  felt — the  last  to  part. 
Read  by  the  brow,  its  writings  tell 
A  pang  is  left  unquenchable. 

Lamenting  o'er  departed  bliss, 

Ere  hope  is  lost — yet  but  for  this — 

Each  pang  is  soothed  by  maiden  kiss.* 

*  Why  smile  at  this — is  it  not  said  that  "the  kiss  of  tlio 
^acefiil  Caledonian  is  twenty  times  sweeter  than  honey." 
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THE    BRIDE    OF    LLEWELLYN 


A  STORT  OF  WALES. 


The  winds  were  high  and  chill  the  night, 

Llewellyn's  bride  was  on  the  cliff, 
But  few  to  watch  her  beacon  light 

Or  that  pale  form  so  cold  and  stiff; 
Pure,  as  above  the  cloudless  sky, 
The  tear  was  in  her  watching  eye, 
And  with  the  gales  her  tender  sigh 
Was  mingled  as  it  hurried  by. 
P^ond  was  the  look  which  oft  she  cast 
In  hope  to  meet  her  lord  at  last; 
Oh!   tender  was  that  sign  of  grace 
Which  beamed  from  out  her  peri-face, 
As  if  she  saw  aloiip:  the  vale 

Llewellyn's  warlike  crest; 
But  little  thought  that  bride  so  pale 

Her  chief  was  at  his  rest; 


THE    BRIDE   OF   LLEWELLYN.  23 

The  moon  is  up;  the  star  of  night 

More  calmly  glows  in  parting  light, 

And  far  away  the  restless  sea 

Is  at  its  wonted  revelry, 

Yet  scarcely  saves  the  voice  of  pain 

Which  marks  the  distant  battle  plain. 

The  combat  closed — Llewellyn  fell — 
Oh!   heard  his  bride  that  warning  knelll 
She  stood  upon  the  cliff  so  high, 

She  heard  the  winds  as  oft  they  sigh, 

But  little  did  she  contemplate 
They  gave  to  her  Llewelljm's  fate; 
But  much  she  hoped  ere  dawn  of  day 
To  greet  him  on  his  homeward  way. 
A  form  appears — it  was  not  he 

Could  calm  her  fear — 
She  gazed  on  him,  she  would  not  see 

The  herald  near.  ». 

"Lady!  to  thee  a  tale  of  wo!" 
It  was  enough — she  could  not  know 
What  further  speech  he  came  to  tell — 
But  who  could  doubt  she  guessed  it  well. 
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For  as  its  embers  scarce  expire 
She  sunk  beside  her  beacon  fire — 
Oh!   could  she  rise  to  greet  the  day. 
Llewellyn  lost  and  far  away? 
How  could  she  speak  or  dare  to  tell 
As  if  to  him  her  last  farewelll 
She  gave  the  word,  it  was  the  last, 
That  wo  to  Her  the  parting  blast! 
"I  cannot  rise — I  cannot  live 

Llewellyn's  bride  again!" 
And  as  the  winds  are  wont  to  grieve 

So  camly  ceased  her  pain. 
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THE    VOICE    OF    THE    EXILE. 

This  silent  shore 
As  lone  and  silently  I  tread 
As  it  were  peopled  by  the  dead, 

The  shades  of  yore. 
And  by  the  sea  and  lonely  steep 
More  lonely  stray  or  pause  to  weep. 

Each  sound  of  joy  to  greet  the  ear 

Is  soon  forgot; 
Along  the  wave  no  voice  to  cheer 

My  hopeless  lot — 
But  darker  than^he  starless  night 
The  gloom  which  dims  my  weary  eight. 

Far  is  the  land  I  ne'er  may  see 

Above  the  wave; 

In  wild  despair  I  bow  the  knee, 

And  seek  the  grave, 
3 
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As  yon  dark  swell  so  proud  and  free 
Sinks  to  its  rest  along  the  sea. 

Such  is  my  fate;  the  restless  surge 

Along  the  beach, 
Could  not  its  wrath  more  fiercely  urge 

On  mountain  breach, 
Than  hopeless  grief  compels  to  seek 
The  do'ATiward  wave  or  froward  peak. 

Bright  are  the  skies  above,  beneath. 

As  borne  from  high 
They  grace  the  deep;  yet  can  I  breathe 

But  painfully. 
As  when  the  diflBcult,  cold  chill 
Of  death  is  felt,  and  all  is  still. 

My  crime  alone  too  much  to  fee] 

In  love  or  hate, 
And  in  the  line  when  others  kneel 

To  scorn  the  great; 
That  loneliness  within  the  crowd, 
As  if  in  pride  to  meet  the  proud. 
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Nor  in  this  mild  and  lonely  isle 

Enough  to  quell 
One  lofty  thought;   still  is  my  smile 

As  when  it  fell 
On  other  eyes;   alone  my  pride 
To  watch  in  pain  the  heaving  tide. 

Not  in  myself,  but  in  the  wrong 

Which  I  have  bought 
I  feel  unrest^  too  deep  and  strong 

The  feeling  caught 
From  darker  strife,  that  he  who  bleeds 
No  better  cause  nor  seeks  nor  needs. 

I  cannot  feel 
With  nature  in  her  lonely  mood, 
But  sink  in  thought,  as  if  the  blood 

Were  sent  to  seal 
The  fount  of  passion;  but  the  thrill 
Which  darkness  gives  is  burning  still. 
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THE    WANDERER   OF    LIFE.^ 

Lone  wanderer  of  life! 
Thine  are  the  weary  wretchedness  and  strife 

Which  mark  the  heedless  eye, 
As  downward  bent  it  sinks  in  agony! 

Thine  is  the  soul  where  dwell 
The  mingling  charms  alike  to  calm  and  quell, 

As  o'er  thy  changing  brow 
Each  wayward  thought  is  seen  to  come  and  go. 

Yet  from  that  murky  face  ^ 

Where  little  caught!  whence  might  we  dare  to  trace 

The  workings  of  that  soul 
One  thought  which  lends  the  eye,  yet  not  the  whole.  ^ 

For  he  who  gazed  could  say 
That  passions  deep  and  fearful  were  at  play, 

But  might  not  farther  glean 
The  cause  of  that  which  was  or  might  have  been. 
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THE  WANDERER  OF  LIFE.  29 

Dark  was  that  sudden  gaze 
-'That'  checked  too  bold  inquiring  in  amaze; 

For  still  was  mystery 
That  smile  of  scorn  to  meet  the  passer  by, 

As  if  in  hopeless  hate 
»Xo  quell  that  -wretch  who  shaped  his  secret  fate, 

Nor  yield  one  thought  to  tell 
That  to  this  earth  his  pride  and  hope  rebel. 

Such  might  his  aspect  be, 
Which  still  is  youth,  as  whilom  fond  and  free, 

Yet  fitful  in  its  birth, 
That  smile  but  ill  befits  an  hour  of  mirth, 

But  wherefore  drawn  to  day 
Unfit  conclusions  that  he  hates  the  gay? 

Or  yet,  that  form  of  gloom. 
Might  some  declare  a  spectre  from  the  tomb. 

In  vain — I  saw  him  stand 
*  ^'^>    Beside  that  stream,  whose  shore  so  wildly  grand 
J^'*-  Made  but  for  him  a  spell 

As  with  that  wave  his  wilder  passions  swell; 
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For  in  that  sullen  fire 
Which  none  approve,  and  few  but  him  admire, 

Was  mixed  a  mingling  flame, 
Ambition,  pride,  to  \vin  or  lose  a  name. 

Thus  stood  he  by  that  stream 
As  shed  the  sun  his  last  and  farewell  beam, 

I  saw  him  start  and  reel — 
The  hanging  rocks  his  bending  form  conceal. 

Albeit  his  arbour-shade 
Had  well  forbid  the  light  which  o'er  it  played- 

But  in  such  scene  as  this 
Too  much  in  silence  for  a  breast  like  his. 

I  heed  no  more  the  crowd, 
But  in  myself  have  sought  another  shroud 

Not  of  the  false  and  great. 
But  scorn  with  such  to  mingle  e'en  in  hate, 

Not  all  should  strive  and  toil 
With  human  passions;  wrongs  too  oft  recoil 

On  those  we  most  should  prize; 
For  in  the  strife  are  few  tho'  brave  and  wise. 
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I  sought  forbidden  love; 
But  in  the  strife  of  years  I  search  no  more 

The  secrets  of  the  soul, 
Its  essence  audits  powers;  the  sophist's  stole 

But  I  seek  no  more  to  wear; 
But  in  my  heart  are  felt  the  pain  and  care 

That  with  the^ast  hath  fled 
All  that  which  held  my  spirit  from  the  dead. 
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Of  the  following  pieces,  most  of  which  were  composed 
during  the  time  of  minority,  many  have  received  the  favor  of 
publication.  With  what  success  they  have  maintained  their  pre- 
carious existence  I  know  not,  and  little  care.  I  have  written 
chiefly  for  the  love  of  song,  and  with  this  pleasure  I  am  content. 
Whether  or  not  this  selection  shall  meet  with  encouragement, 
must  be  alone  determined  by  the  future.  But  trusting  in  the 
genius  and  intelligence  of  the  American  public,  I  hope  that  nei- 
ther this  nor  any  such  publication,  shall  obtain  their  approbation 
without  the  ground  of  merit 
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THE  BATTLE  BETWEEN  PYRRHUS  AND 
EVALCUS. 

[This  effusion,  brought  forth  at  an  early  age,  is  presented, 
not  for  any  accuracy  or  taste  connected  with  it,  but  from  a  re- 
gard to  the  Pofo  Homeric  style  in  which,  though  unintention- 
ally, it  has  been  written.  But  another  and  better  reason  has 
recommended  it  to  this  favor — the  worth  and  beauty  of  the 
subject.  Every  one  must  remember  with  what  feelings  of  sym- 
pathetic interest  he  has  perused  the  account  of  the  combat  bet- 
ween the  Spartan  and  the  conqueror.  He  must  remember 
with  what  exquisite  feeling  of  agony  the  royal  father  received 
the  announcement  of  his  son's  death,  and  approve  the  justness 
of  the  grief  wliich  impelled  him  to  avenge  his  fall,  as  well  as 
to  admire  the  intrepidity  and  recklessness  of  danger  with 
which  he  pursued  and  accomplished  his  design.  This  was  to 
make  the  death  of  the  Spartan  chief  an  atonement,  for  that  of 
his  son,  and  this  accomplished,  he  was  satisfied.  Such  a  sym- 
pathetic feeling  with  the  grief  of  the  mighty  conqueror,  and 
not  a  love  for  scenes  of  bloodshed  and  death,  alone  embraces 
the  theme  and  spirit  of  this  attempt  to  celebrate  the  caus  e.  1 
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The  war  was  gath'ring,  and  the  warrior  crowd 
In  awful  shouts  was  then  exulting  loud — 
.Arm — arm!  at  once,  ye  gallant  warriors  arm, 
The  chief  directs  in  long  and  deep  alarm, 
And  let  your  bravest  spirits  now  arise 
Ten-ific  rending  wide  the  ambient  skies! 
Form — form!  and  stand  perforce  in  firm  aiTay 
To  test  in  wrath  this  dread  eventful  day! 
He  spoke,  and  waved  on  high  his  signal  sword, 
The  vengeful  train  obeyed  their  martial  lord, 
And  moved  in  wrath  obedient  to  his  word. 
Far  in  the  van  the  chief  exulting  rode, 
Attendant  fast  his  martial  heroes  trode, 
And  with  their  tread  the  vale  resounding  shook 
As  their  own  breasts  their  leaders  rage  paitook, 
Who,  lising  high  with  rage  and  vengeful  glow, 
Directs  their  march  and  points  them  to  the  foe. 

The  chief  lamenting  then  his  fallen  son, 
At  the  chill  news  reverts  his  march  begun. 
Stern  was  his  wrath  and  unrelenting  rage. 
And  fir'd  with  hate  he  hastens  to  engage. 
Emblazed  on  high  and  fierce,  the  daring  chief 
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Asserts  his  might  and  fast  atones  his  grief. 
Swift  as  he  flies  his  arms  reflecting  flame, 
And  send  afar  the  terror  of  his  name. 
Encircling  round  his  radiant  baldric  flung, 
From  his  superior  brecist  in  splendor  hung, 
And  floating  tissue  o'er  his  shoulder  thrown, 
In  golden  folds  resplendent,  flowing  shone. 
Swift  was  his  march  to  meet  the  hated  foe 
To  d«al  destruction  and  the  fatal  blow. 
And  soon  his  Spartan  foes  and  he  confront — 
In  foremost  place  he  fought  as  he  was  wont, 
Enraged  he  fought  in  hate,  nor  fought  in  vain, 
And  dying  groans  resound  from  all  the  plain. 

Nor  mean,  nor  vulgar  prize  he  battling  sought: 
[Jnworthy  him!   'twas  Pyrrhus'  self  that  fought! 
Epirus'  native,  ifbble,  celebrated  king 
In  conquest  famed,  in  battle  thundering; 
By  all  resisted;  widely  conquering. 
Approaching  now  to  Argos'  fatal  walls. 
And  now  reverts  and  on  the  Spartans  falls. 
For  these  had  daring  come,  a  hostile  train, 
And  on  the  rear  bold  Ptolemy  had  slain; 
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But  fast  and  fierce  his  flying  father  sped, 
And  shed  atonement  for  his  offspring  dead. 

O  vain  attempt  to  force  superior  might! 
Obtaining  quick  dismissal  to  the  night! 
The  force  of  Pyrrhus  none  may  dare  to  stand, 
But  warriors  bold  successive  bite  the  sand. 
Upraised  his  falchion,  and  his  ami  on  high, 
Deep  in  the  ranks  he  seeks  vdth  fearful  eye 
The  hostile  chief  who  led  the  Spartan  train, 
(Evalcus  brave  and  bold,)  nor  sought  in  vain, 
For  he  beholds  the  chief  and  fate  attends. 
While  he  unhurt  his  course  securely  bends. 
And  waves  on  high  his  bright  yet  angiy  sword 
To  strike  the  blow  and  shed  the  fate  deplored. 
With  furious  rage,  in  wild  yet  fatal  course, 
Impelled  by  hate,  he  strikes  his  (ffeadly  force 
Full  on  Evalcus;  dire  and  avvrful  charge! 
And  sheds  a  wound  of  deathly  aspect  large. 
Evalcus  falls  expiring  on  the  ground 
And  his  bright  arais  in  fearful  clangs  resound. 
Swift  as  an  eagle  darting  on  the  prey 
Did  Pyn'hus  fly  on  that  embattled  day. 
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Elate  he  rode  in  bright  refulgent  arms 
That  shone  afar,  dispensing  dire  alarms; 
For  his  dread  aspect  made  the  bravest  yield 
To  him  the  crimson  honors  of  the  field. 
'Twas  but  the  bravest  that  could  dare  await 
His  sv^rift  approach,  and  tempt  a  certain  fate. 
Bold  as  the  Lycian,  Sarpedon  divine, 
So  fought  the  fearless  chief  along  the  line. 
Or  deeply  plunged  amid  the  thickest  foe 
And  dealt  a  certain  death  at  every  blow. 
Still  in  his  deadly  course  he  ever  sought 
The  soul  by  which  the  gallant  Spartans  fought, 
Evalcus  high  and  brave  and  Sparta's  choice, 
Who  fired  his  train  with  loud  stentorian  voice. 

Him  Pynhus  sought  through  all  the  sable  lines, 
And  swiftly  as  he  flies  his  armour  shines: 
The  Spartan  chief  he  saw  emblazed  afar, 
Deep  in  the  ranks  of  wildly  raging  war. 
O  muse,  for  him  awake  thy  deepest  sigh, 
By  PyiThus  and  by  fate  ordained  to  die! 
Swift  on  his  prey  the  fierce  Epyrian  King 
Directs  his  march  and  makes  his  armor  ring. 
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The  chief  awaits  with  bright  protended  spear, 
Nor  shakes  his  heart  transpierced  by  palhd  fear, 
But  in  himself  collected  dares  the  fight 
To  tempt  his  fate  and  PyiThus'  feai'ful  might. 
Fierce  as  the  lion  bounding  from  the  wood 
The  reckless  chief  in  forceful  swiftness  rode, 
[n  all  the  fleetness  of  the  subtile  wind 
Or  quickness  of  the  intellectual  mind, 
I'pon  the  foe  his  fearless  course  he  bent. 
Obedient  where  the  fates  and  furies  sent. 

Nor  long  the  king  and  chief  at  distance  stand, 
But  close  with  spears  in  each  uplifted  hand, 
The  chieftain  stood,  and  raging  Pyrrhus  cast: 
Evalcus  saw  the  death  and  stood  aghast. 
The  weapon  flew  and  certain  fate  it  bore, 
And  falls  the  chief  suffused  in  crimson  gore. 
The  fatal  lance  a  hasty  vengeance  shed, 
Prone  on  the  gi'ound  he  rolls  among  the  dead. 
Now  stood  the  king  victorious  and  alone 
Amid  the  foe  and  heard  the  dying  gi'oan. 
He  stood  in  forest  of  protended  spears 
That  bristled  fierce,  unmoved  by  vulgar  fears. 
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The  Spartan  hero  falls;  his  furious  train 
Revengeful  rush  to  save  their  leader  slain. 
Now  stood  enclosed  the  Epyrian  king, 
And  Spartan  arms  incessant  round  him  ring. 

Fast  close  the  black  battalions  of  the  Greeks, 
And  Pyrrhus'  sword  in  gore  profusely  reeks: 
Loud  rings  the  war,  the  clanging  arms  resound, 
And  helms,  and  heads  disseverec^  fast  rebound. 
The  deadly  falchion  of  the  reckless  king 
Descends,  and  falling  arms  around  him  ring; 
And  there,  upon  the  spot  when  fell  the  chief 
He  raging  stood,  and  shed  atoning  grief. 
High  o'er  the  corse,  a  heap  of  breathless  clay 
Arose,  a  pile  to  that  embattled  day. 
The  boldest  heroes  lay  beneath  his  charge; 
Yet  still  he  bore  on  high  his  lofty  targe 
Along  the  ranks,  preserved  by  partial  heaven, 
While  far  before  his  rage  the  foe  were  driven. 
Such  terrors  did  his  aspect  strike  afar. 
And  drive  along  the  ranks  of  purple  war! 

But  yet  beneath  his  falling  falchion  die 
Successive  chiefs  in  dread  mortality. 
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Prone  in  the  dust  the  weapons  o'er  them  ring, 
Slain  by  the  sword  of  proud  Epyrian  king. 
A  thousand  press  the  ground — a  thousand  darts- 
But  vainly  shed,  as  if  for  other  hearts, 
All  harmless  fell  and  quivered  at  his  feet; 
Who  cast  were  slain  and  Sparta's  band  retreat. 
Full  fast  they  fly  to  gain  their  native  walls; 
The  Epyrian  turns,  and  on  his  legions  calls. 
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AN    ADDRESS    TO    GREECE. 

O  G-reece!   thou  relic  of  the  days  of  yore, 
Thy  living  beams  along  th'  historic  page 
Wake  with  thy  fame  the  sons  of  eastern  shore! 
Immortal  land!   thy  heroes  and  thy  sage, 
The  Trojan  plain,  and  Agamemnon's  rage 
Inspire  the  youth  of  many  a  distant  land! 
Theme  of  the  bard,  the  boast  of  every  age! 
Thy  sons  degraded  by  the  Moslem  hand 
Contemn  thy  former  fame;   by   wretchedness    mi- 
ni an' d. 

Behold  Ambracia's  Gulf,  Platea's  vale! 

Athena's  wrecks  where  once  Piraeus  stood! 

The  Acherusian  Lake,  where  awful  sail 

Did  whilom  stud  the  pale  sepulchral  flood! 

Look  to  the  place  of  Pallas'  dread  abode, 

On  Lonna's  steep  the  wreck  of  ages  gone! 

The  thronged  resort — the  dwelling  of  a  god. 
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Where  are   the   Delphian   groves,  the  Muse's 
throne! 
Elysium's  gates?  alas!  we  trembling  seek  none. 

From  the  Egean  deep,  behold  Egina's  bay, 
Whose  gilded  wave  the  Delphian  shadows  kiss, 
Tinged  with  thy  hue,  immortal  god  of  day! 
Not  e'en  th'  Elysian  fields  of  fancied  bliss 
Can  match  thy  sheen  unconquer'd  Salamis! 
Not  such  fair  Tempe,  or  the  Acadian  shore, 
Where  not  the  reptiles  of  Nigritia  hiss; 
But  thine  immortal  gulf!  when  tempests  roar 
To  please  the  soul  with  all  thy  deeds  of  martial  lore. 

Parnassus'  cliffs  behold,  where  in  her  path 
The  lofty  Muse  did  wave  her  awful  wing! 
Alas!   no  more  the  wild  Olympian  wrath 
Shall  wake  perforce  the  magic  of  her  string, 
That  with  her  groves  hath  ceased  its  quivering. 
Beneath  thy  brow,  sad  mount,  may  yet  again 
Thy  founts  their  genial  inspiration  fling; 
Since  thy  proud  peaks  above  the  Attic  plain 
Majestic  greet  the  shadows  of  the  land  and  main. 
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Thou  glorious  mount!  the  farewell  beams  of  day 
Gild  with  their  blaze  thy  peaks  of  living  light; 
More  pure  ere  evening  splendor  fades  away, 
Yet  when  thy  peaks  the  eastern  rays  unite, 
Not  Pindus  boasts  such  glory  to  the  sight! 
But  from  thy  heights  and  cloudy  canopy, 
Thy  dazzling  beams  reflected  in  their  flight, 
Are  viewed  with  awe  by  silent  dreamer  nigh, 
Whom  cold  amaze  doth  chain  beneath  thy  majesty. 

vShades  of  heroes!  proud  Morea's  boast! 
Where  are  the  glorious  mounts  not  yet  forgot? 
The  pompous  tales  of  battles  won  and  lost? 
Land   of  the  brave  where   once   thy  heroes 
fouo-ht 

o 

Thy  mighty  deeds  are  now  but  idly  sought. 
Beneath  each  classic  mount  and  mould'ring 

tower. 
The  cliffs  of  Helicon  where  muse  hath  taught; 
Even  from  Parnassus  to  th'  Arcadian  bower, 
We  search  in  vain  the  vanished  shade  of  ancient 
power. 


44  DREAMS  OF  THE  MORNING. 

Athena!   where  thy  palaces  of  old  1 
The  gilded  portals  of  thme  ancient  domes? 
Or  dazzling  pinnacles  of  th'  Ionian  gold 
Our  fathers  gazed  uponi     Each  now  becomes 
Part  of  the  dust,  and  mingles  with  the  tombs. 
For  e'en  the  noblest  of  thy  mighty  dead 
Is  nameless  laid,  where  European  comes 
To  search  the  wrecks  he  in  his  childhood  read, 
The  halo  of  thy  fame  around  thy  ruins  laid. 

Land  of  the  sage!  whose  wisdom  o'er  thy  sons 
Pour'd  the  bright  flood  of  learning  and  of  light! 
Not  the  wild  tribe  of  rudely  savage  Huns 
Could  match  the  remnants  of  thy  former  might, 
Till  thy  own  lords  debased  by  subject  right, 
No  more  thy  ancient  spirit,  freedom,  breathe, 
But  gath'ring  o'er  thy  plains  the  sablest  night. 
Not  now  the  burning  bard,  with  laurel  wreath 
Inspires  thy  modern  race,  so  base  in  life  and  death. 

Sj^irit  of  freedom,  when  in  former  years 
The  Spartan  walls  and  fierce  Eurotas'  wave 


AN  ADDRESS  TO  GREECE.  45 

Hurl'd  o'er  the  land  the  scorn  of  mortal  fear, 
The  warrior's  trophy  and  the  hero's  grave 
Did  shade  the  stream  whose  fearful  billows  lave 
Thy  hoary  mount,  thou  land  of  deathless  name! 
No  more  thy  supple  childreiv  bleed  to  save 
The  fading  remnants  of  thy  former  fame. 
Nor  point  thy  straits,  Thermopylae,  unmoved 
by  shame. 

Yet  from  thy  low'ring  shades  of  splendor  past, 
May  spring  the  future  light  of  genial  day, 
While  o'er  the  Egean  deep  with  the  Ionian  blast. 
The  pilgrim  o'er  thy  shadows  of  decay 
Shall  hail  thy  beams  of  glory  fled  away. 
Still  may  thy  annals  and  the  pompous  page 
Preserve  thy  fame  in  many  a  raptur'd  lay, 
And  speed  thy  glorious  deeds  to  future  age; 
Nor  fade  thy  freedom  quite  with  stern  Achilles' 
rage. 
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A    SATIRE. 

Designed  for  Asa  W.  Parker  of  the  Warren  Chronicle. 

Hail  Parker!  prince  of  typographic  men, 
How  pure  thy  heart,  how  faultless  is  thy  pen! 
Bright  as  the  lofty  beam  of  northern  star, 
Like  Hadley's  music,  lov'd  when  heard  afar! 
Calm  as  the  breath  of  Ceylon's  spicy  gale, 
Thy  genius,  talent,  eloquence  unveil. 
Not  such  a  flame  could  antique  annals  know, 
Close  shamed  Demosthenes  or  Cicero! 
Oh  hadst  thou  lived  when  awful  Jeffrey  reign'd, 
Thy  fame  at  least  had  with  the  world  remain'd! 
Immortal  Parker!   o'er  thy  lofty  name 
Slow  flits  the  shadow  of  thy  deathless  fame! 
Not  for  thy  idle  sneer  shall  cease  my  verse 
Not  for  the  dread  of  editorial  curse; 
Yet  o'er  the  bard,  the  Muse  may  wave  her  wing, 
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And  critics  praise  when  infant  poets  sing. 
Health  to  Boeotian  Parker!  o'er  his  brow 
May  future  years  in  joy  unheeded  flow! 
Yea  o'er  his  lofty  brow,  in  "pride  of  place," 
May  friend  and  foe  the  palm  of  honor  trace. 
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O  mighty  goddess  of  celestial  light, 
Immortal  Liberty!  thy  presence  plight! 
Flow  on  the^beam  of  Luna's  dying  ray, 
And  wake  around  thy  son  a  genial  day! 
May  Pleiad,  Hyad,  Dryad  nymph  await,  V 

Nor  envy  breathe  one  thought  to  silent  ^ate; 
Attend  ye  stars  and  from  the  radiant  crown, 
Thou,  Liberty,  invest  thy  awful  son! 
Ye  Nymphs!  entwine  the  deathless  laurel  wreath, 
Nor  Lethe  doom  one  joy  to  secret  death! 
Thus  shall  the  laurels  that  thy  brows  entwine 
Excel  the  bays  of  the  immortal  Nine; 
Thus  shall  the  crown  invest  thy  awful  brow 
While  trembling  bards  beneath  thy  sceptre  bow. 
Ye  politicians!  haste  ere  yet  on  high 
Your  mighty  chief  ascends  his  native  sky, 
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Ere  on  his  Pegasus  he  floats  the  air, 
Borne  through  the  blaze  of  Berenice's  Hair! 
Ye  statesmen,  heroes,  bards!  with  trembling  mein 
Salute  the  glorious  chief  of  mortal  men! 
Ye  sons  of  freedom!  swell  the  sighing  breeze 
With  plaudits  to  this  modern  Pericles! 
Behold  at  once  the  chief  exulting  flies! 
Ah!  who  so  cold  to  gaze  with  tearless  eyes'? 
Alas!  must  earth  in  hopeless  frenzy  mourn 
When  Parker's  genial  flame  must  cease  to  burn] 
Ay — not  expire — within  the  vaul^d  sky 
Behold  his  blaze  of  immortality! 
But  ah!  his  rsidiauiit  presence  we  must  weep — 
Perchance  his  beam  may  light  us  when  we  sleep. 
Cast  its  bright  ray  o'er  Dian's  cloudless  skies, 
And  gild  his  aegis,  m.eed  of  high  emprise! 
No  more  we  ask;  perchance  too  high  request 
Might  grieve  thy  soul,  and  break  thy  wonted  rest. 
Foul  aspirant  to  wild  Draconic  power! 
Alone  we  dread  thy  beam  may  deign  to  lower, 
Shed  one  dull  ray  to  Clay's  chaotic  might, 
And  dim  our  eyes  with  thy  celestial  light. 
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STANZAS, 


[Ou  parting  with  the  Rev.  David  G.  Bullions,  at  Cleveland,  whpncf 
lie  embarked  for  Buffalo  in  the  Steamer  Chesapeake.] 


'Tis  sad,  alas!  when  friends  must  part 

To  view  the  bounding  wave, 
And  o'er  its  foam  the  sail  depart, 

As  o'er  a  living  grave! 
Ah!  feel  we  then  the  cord  untied 

Of  friendship  doomed  to  bleed! 
A  parting,  not  of  tutored  pride. 

But  gush  of  feeling's  meed. 

And  should  the  heart  its  bodings  bid 
To  cease  above  the  deep] 

And  -should  false  pride  one  tear  forbid 
Lest  might  it  seem  we  weep? 
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Alas!  the  heart  may  scarce  command 

The  wish  it  cannot  tell — 
Strange — that  the  heart  and  parting  hand 

In  such  an  hour  rebel! 

It  is  not  that  in  parting  hour, 

O'er  griefs  resistless  tide, 
We  dream  of  friendship  sought  no  more — 

But  oft  too  much  confide! 
Oh!  if  the  heart  could  yet  recall 

Each  pang  as  felt  again, 
How  slight  the  ill  may  yet  befall. 

Save  'tis  not  parting  pain! 

Shall  yet  the  wave  of  lushing  deep 

Remove  the  tender  trace? 
Or  dying  day  forbid  us  weep 

Times  sad  yet  welcome  chase? 
Tis  long  the  heart  may  feel — alas! 

The  pang  of  parting  love, 
Nor  quite  with  age  can  feeling  pass. 

E'en  till  we  meet  above. 
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-'  TO    ELIZABETH. 

Maiden  of  the  mild  brown  eye, 
Darker  tresses  floating  by 
Even  as  shades  along  the  sky! 

Pure — as  sheen  of  morning  star, 
Smile  of  love,  devoid  of  care, 
Art  thou  lonely,  art  thou  fair. 

Thou,  whose  cheek  befits  not  youth, 
Smiles  that  seem  of  simple  Kuth 
Seldom  break  thy  lines  of  Truth! 

Standing  by  the  streamlet's  maze. 
Gazing  not  with  wild  amaze, 
Feel' St  thou  not  devotion's  blaze? 
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Beautiful  as  thee  that  stream, 
Gilded  thus  with  heavenly  beam 
Ang-el-like,  though  thou  dost  seem. 

Pure  the  scene  which  thou  dost  love. 
Since  thou  seem'st  in  joy  to  move 
Like  the  blest  in  skies  above! 

Ringlets  veil  thy  pallid  brow, 
Unto  youth  'tis  vain  to  bow% 
Passion  yet  thou  may'st  not  know. 

Youth  hath  its  snares;  unto  thee 
Artless  seems  the  voice  of  glee; 
Love,  beware,  not  thus  is  free! 

Scornful  seems  the  poet's  eye; 

TJnto  all  it  may  not  lie, 

Canst  thou  say  its  glances  die? 
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THE    WESTERN    WILDS. 

In  vain  the  heart  may  dwell 
Amid  the  crowd;  but  in  the  forest-wild 
With  Nature's  lurking  tints,  the  feelings  swell 

As  soft  and  pure  and  mild. 

Such  is  the  lonely  West; 
No  stain  defiles  the  warm  and  melting  rays. 
Which  at  the  sunset,  camly  sink  to  rest 

xAlong  the  brooklet's  maze. 

Oft  seen  the  simple  chase. 
The  hunter  and  the  hound,  while  bounding  near 
Scarce  leads  the  antler'd  stag  the  onward  race 

Stung  by  the  goads  of  fear; 

The  fount  whose  waters  fling 
Afar  the  cooling  freshness  of  its  flow, 
As  oft  the  flowers  in  airy  fondness  cling 

Around  the  crags  below. 
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Mount,  vale,  and  goodly  tree 
\\liirh  (T()^vns  the  height;  the  fair  and  snowy  tlock, 
( )i-  sunny  stream,  whose  waters  idly  flee. 
Surround  the  soaring  rock. 

And  by  the  forest  steep 
Oft  rise  the  tumulus  and  battlement, 
And  widely  spread  along  the  lengthening  heap 

Are  skulls  a  monument. 

For  such  is  savage  strife 
That  he  who  bleeds  alone  is  left  to  bear, 
Where  close  at  once  the  conflict  and  his  lih'. 

The  storm  and  tempest  air.  - 

Here  might  we  contemplate 
The  -wrongs  of  man;  that  oft  destroying  flanu- 
Which  onward  leads,  as  if  to  strive  with  fate 

For  vengeance  or  a  name. 

Rut  there  are  beams  wliich  wake 
Thoughts  of  that  spirit-land  where  each  is  blest; 
No  dreams  are  lost;  no  plighted  friends  forsake, 
^But  all  is  peace  and  rest. 
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Bright  are  the  arching  skies, 
As  in  the  glassy  waters  gliding  by 
Each  floating;-  cloud  a  moment  lives  and  dies, 

To  wake  the  careless  eye. 

Soft  gales  are  at  their  song 
While  sets  the  sinking  sun  behind  the  height 
To  cheer  in  other  climes  the  restless  throng. 

Led  by  his  rising  light. 

Land  of  the  light  and  gay, 
Whose  streams  in  endless  maze  are  forward  led! 
Thine  are  the  haunts  where  fondest  love  mio'ht  stray. 

And  with  its  image  wed,* 

*  Among'  the  westci'ii  wilds  of  Ohio,  ai'e  often  traced  the 
red-man's  warlike  footsteps.  Stretching  from  creek  to  river,  as 
at  the  Horse-shoe  Bend,  I  have  trodden  the  ruined  rampart, 
and  seen  the  neglected  bones  bleaching  in  the  autumn  rain. 
Sometimes  there  is  a  mound  of  considerable  elevation,  but  whicli 
is  taught  to  bear  the  white-man's  corn;  while  many  a  humble 
hillock,  sunken  in  the  middle,  where  lay  the  warrior's  manly 
form,  is  half  concealed  amid  the  groves. 

About  the  circular  fort,  and  other  fortifications  at  Circlevillf, 
I  knov/  nothing  except  the  account. 
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FAREWELL    TO  GREECE 


L'JNOUM,    FOEMOSE,    YALE,    TALK. 

■> 
Tlic  poet  claim*  our  tearsf  but  by  his  leave 

Before  I  shed  them,  let  me  pee  hiift  grie^  e. 


Immortal  Greece  fai'ewell — ali  yet 

My  heart  recall  the  sound, 
1  Q;-ave  the  word,  yet  fond  regret 

Forbids  it  cease  to  wound! 
O  (xreece!  my  spirit  clings  to  thee 

Thou  classic  land! — the  first — 
Tlio  last — shall  o'er  it  cease  to  be, 

Ere  yet  its  fountains  burst. 

My  infant  thought  in  each  young  dream 
Hath  turned  to  thee  alone, 

Thou  glorious  land!  and  every  beam 
Hath  left  its  tiaces  thrown 
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O'er  mem'ry's  long  and  lasting  page 

Of  all  thine  annals  tell! 
And  shall  it  cease  with  half  an  age, 

My  mem'ry  bid  farewell? 

No — it  can  never — never  be — 

O  Greece,  I  love  thee  still! 
And  shall  I  cease  to  turn  to  thee 

From  wrong  and  passion's  ill? 
Long  have  I  sought  to  hail  thy  shore 

Borne  by  tli'  Ionian  blast! 
That  dream  hath  fled — I  waste  no  moi'e — 

Perchance  among  my  last. 

Yet  shall  I  ne'er  thy  mountains  greet 

High  o'er  the  Delphic  strand? 
Alas!  my  hopes  may  never  meet 

Their  falsely  promised  land! 
In  truth  I  loved  thee  well — alas! 

And  feel  thy  loss  the  more! 
Since  o'er  my  thoughts  thy  visions  pass 

E'en  as  thv  faded  lore. 


^ 

^ 


.jS  dreams  of  the  morm.\<;. 

Klysiaii  Greece!  all  once  again 

Return  thy  visions  past! 
Oh  from  my  breast  efface  its  pain 

And  wake  my  joy  at  last! 
b^om  Pindus'  brow  to  Helicon, 

And  Zitza's  cliiF,  how  pure 
Thy  dying  beams  of  splendor  gone, 

The  wreck  of  years  endure! 

Oh  lioAv  thy  calm,  thy  dark-blue  sky 

Reposing  o'er  the  deep, 
Where  half  its  tints  in  splendor  lie 

l^eneath  Colonna's  steep; 
Thy  sacred  mounts,  Athena's  site. 

The  column  and  the  tomb 
Make  glad  the  heart  with  strange  delight. 

And  bid  it  hope  resume! 


% 
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AD    A  MAT  AM    PUELLAM. 

Image  pure!  with  gentle  air 
Since  we  part  art  thou  not  fair? 
Maiden,  artless  seems  thy  smile 
Ere  the  heart  hath  sigh'dthe  while!  . 
Nature's  tints  alone  are  thine, 
Mingled  with  thy  Truth  divine! 

Gentle  seem  thy  speaking  eye 
Like  the  zephyrs  floating  by! 
Dark  thy  tresses  like  the  wing, 
Bird  returning  o'er  the  spring; 
Sweet  thy  charms  we  scarce  may  tell 
As  the  flow'ret  o'er  the  dell! 

O'er  thy  cheek  the  blush  of  Youth 
Speaks  the  sheen  of  artless  Truth; 
Glances  pure  thy  heart  betray, 
Canst  thou  give  it  all  away? 
Maiden!  soon  we  may  not  meet, 
Youth  is  passed  with  flying  feet! 
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AD    LESBIAiM. 


Atiiliesb  and  compliment  by  vision 
.^Jake  love,  and  court  by  intuition. 

HUniHRAS. 


Fair  maid!  whose  ringlets  o'er  the  brovv 
So  deeply  vail  thy  forehead's  snow! 
Who  with  thy  rapture-speaking  eye 
Canst  make  the  heart  in  feeling'  die, 
Or  lend  delight  unto  its  sigh, 
As  might  it  pause  for  reason  why! 
So  purely  bright,  so  deeply  fair, 
Scarce'  caught  the  trace  of  mortal  there. 
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Thou  seem'st  the  star  of  eastern  night, 
As  if  the  beam  from  Pleiad's  height, 
Which  hailed  from  out  the  ling'ring  cloud 
Seems  lovelier  o'er  its  parting  shroud! 
So  pure  the  charm  we  long  to  greet, 
T'is  sad,  in  sooth,  we  may  not  meet! 
True  love's  forgot;  new  hopes  may  twine, 
But  not  thine  eye  may  cease  to  shine. 

As  lash  the  waves  on  ocean-rock 
Which  scarce  may  tremble  to  the  shock; 
Thus  war  the  jarring  elements 
Of  pride  and  love  with  stoic  sense! 
Fair  maid!  is  hope  in  vain,  ere  yet 
Each  glance  is  free  as  lovers  met] 
The  lovely  eye,  the  gentle  heart 
May  meet  in  vain,  if  love  is  art. 
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THE    DESERTED    BRIDE. 


Heu  quautum  haec  Niobe,  Niobe  distabat  ab  ilia.' 

OVID. 


Hapless  maiden!  o'er  thy  brow 
Why  hath  ceased  its  wonted  glow] 
Hath  the  chill  of  with'ring  grief 
Turned  thy  bloom  to  yellow  leaf? 
Youth  hath  soitows,  life  hath  woes, 
Hast  thou  felt  its  chilling  snows] 
Sad — that  hearts  with  feeling  break 
Ere  the  blood  hath  left  its  lake! 

True — thou  wast  not  yet  his  bride — 
Seems  such  change  of  lust  or  pride! 
Cold  the  chill  when  first  'tis  felt, 
Passion  found  not  where  it  dwelt! 


THE  DESERTED  BRIDE.  ^3 

Love  doth  change;  yet  can  thy  heart 
Feel  the  shock  and  deem  it  artl 
Maiden  canst  thou  love  again, 
Soon  forgot  thy  rending  pain? 

Youth  is  love;  yet  hast  thou  found 
Second  flame  can  heal  thy  wound? 
Though  betray'd,  can  this  impress 
Such  a  change  o'er  loveliness? 
Canst  thou  say  romantic  ill 
Maketh  love  unquenchable? 
Oh!  that  pang  must  long  be  felt, 
Else  the  heart  no  more  can  melt. 

Sorrow  is  life;  we  must  learn 
Knowledge  bids  the  bosom  burn! 
Lady!  gentle  seems  thine  eye — 
With  our  joy  doth  feeling  die? 
Feel'st  thou  not  'tis  vain  to  live 
'Till  we  learn  to  weep  or  grieve? 
As  the  cloud  we  hail  in  vain 
Ere  discharged  its  burdened  rain ! 
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Vain  the  love  which  parts  so  soon, 
Like  the  flow'ret  ere  the  noon! 
Firm  the  mind  which  thus  can  bear; 
Hast  thou  shed  one  parting  tear"? 
Pure  the  love  which  thou  dost  yield 
Like  the  bloom  o'er  southern  field! 
O  thou  seem' St  an  angel  sprite 
As  the  stars  o'er  lovely  night! 

Hast  thou  deemed  the  poet  rude, 
Like  the  carle  of  Othman  mood] 
Scarce  he  new  the  zephyr's  wing 
Hectic  chill  might  o'er  thee  fling — 
Placid  seems  thy  lofty  brow, 
Forehead  pale  as  mountain  snow, 
Though  thou  seem'st  not  artless  youth, 
Deep  thy  lines  of  maiden  Truth!* 

*Ler  it  not  be  thought  that  this,  or  any  of  the  preceding 
pieces  were  ever  presented  to  those  to  whom  they  are  addressed 
— yet  T.  have  seen  the  Deserted  Bride. 
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ADELINE. 

Maiden!  of  the  lofty  brow, 
Faintly  blushing,  even  as  now! 
Wherefore  seems  thy  cheek  so  pale 

Like  the  tints  of  dying  day? 
Whence  those  smiles  that  feebly  fail 

Even  as  light  doth  fade  awayl 
Hast  thou  felt  that  woe  is  thine. 

Lovely,  lovely  Adeline? 
For  thy  charms  in  sooth  are  rare, 
Scarce  a  sprite,  yet  scarce  less  fair! 
Whence  those  traits  offender  thought? 
Hast  thou  found  our  dreams  are  nought, 
Or  thy  breast  the  tempest  caught. 

As  the  flow'ret  o'er  the  spring. 
Bending  near  the  grassy  spot 

Where  the  fount  its  dew  doth  fling? 

Thou  for  earth  art  too  divine 

Fading,  fading  Adeline. 
6* 
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What  hope  or  joy  no  more  is  thine. 
What  grief  is  with  thee  Adehnel 
Art  thou  lonely,  art  thou  cold 

With  the  glacier  at  the  polel 
Hath  thy  heart  thy  raptures  told? 

Or  thy  hopes  in  vision  failed 

Ere  they'reached  their  specious  goal? 

Or  hath  love  thy  life-cord  stole, 
And  ere  night,  like  parting  ray 
Closed  in  pain  its  short,  short  day'^ 

Or  as  bark  v^hich  oft  hath  sail'd 

Where  the  tempest  wave  doth  roll. 
Hast  thou  found  thy  wi'eck  at  last 
On  the  rock,  with  ruder  blast, 

As  the  foe  on  steel  impaled? 
Yet  in  grief  is  beauty  thine, 
'   Lovely,  lovely  Adeline! 

Wherefore  that  faint  smile  again, 
Breaking  o'er  affection's  lines, 
Which  thy  truth  or  gi'ief  defines] 
Sad  the  dream  of  parting  love; 


ADELINE.  (J7 

Is  this  all  which  dims  thy  brow? 
Or  like  those  who  dwell  above 
Hast  thou  sorrow,  hast  thou  grief 
For  the  ill  thou  can'st  not  know] 
Since  thy  love  is  tender  pain, 

Lov'st  thou  zephyr's  when  they  sigh 
O'er  the  faded  autumn  leaf  1 
(3r  hast  stood  beside  the  brook 

When  its  murmurs  seem'd  a  lay'^ 
Or  hast  leaned  upon  the  rock 
When  the  wave  fled  swiftly  by 

Even  as  cloud  at  break  of  dayt 
Lov'st  thou  eve  with  shadows  blent, 

When  the  stars  their  converse  hold, 
And  in  bright  development 

Gaze  on  earth  with  burning  joy, 

As  on  them  the  saofe  of  old? 
Do  the  charms  of  earth  and  air 
O'er  thy  breast  forbid  its  care, 

Or  in  vain  thy  grief  employ  ( 

Hast  thou  said  no  joy  is  thine 

Fadinof,  fadingc  Adeline? 
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MAIDENHOOD. 


For  the  Album  of  Miss 


Maiden!  with  thy  tresses  straying, 
Ringlets  o'er  thy  forehead  high, 
And  thy  glances  mirth  betraying 
Thou  dost  glide  in  silence  by 
Like  the  Pleiad  o'er  the  sky! 
Maiden!  with  thy  tresses  playing, 

Lov'st  thou  voices  when  they  sigh, 
And  the  forms  in  slumber  saying 

Morning  dreams  perforce  do  fly. 
Even  as  hopes  in  vision  die! 

Lov'st  thou  flow'rets  lowly  bending, 
Cowslips  o'er  the  mountain  wild? 

Asphodel  its  beauties  blending 
With  the  lily  undefiled, 
As  the  bard  ere  Laura  smiled*? 


MAIDENHOOD.  69 

Hear' St  thou  voices  music  lending 

Unto  Youth  in  vain  reviled'? 
Or  the  brooklet  murmurs  sending 

O'er  the  vale  in  glory  mild 

As  the  chief  with  sabre  filed] 

Dost  thou  love  the  dreams  Elysian, 
Fairies  of  the  lofty  wing, 

Or  the  starlight  in  thy  vision, 

When  the  orbs  in  concert  sing 
Even  as  voices  o'er  the  spring? 

Pause  not  then  with  indecision 

As  the  Muse  of  feebler  string; 

Nay,  thou  maiden,  thy  precision 

Much  to  thee  in  sooth  may  bring 
Ere  thy  hopes  to  pleasure  cling! 

Maiden!  with  thy  ringlets  curling, 
Lov'st  thou  skies  of  living  light, 

When  the  Hyads  brightness  hurling. 
Beckon  thee  to  Maia's  height 
O'er  the  arch  of  lovely  night] 


yQ  DREAMS  OP  THE  MORNING. 

Wilt  thou  not  thy  tresses  twirling 
Turn  thee  to  the  genial  sight, 

And  thy  coronet  unfurling, 

Say  perforce  it  is  delight, 

For  the  stars  with  lovers  plight. 

Youth  is  folly;  and  thus  fleeting, 
Womanhood  is  as  the  lay. 

And  the  voice  of  warmest  gi-eeting 
Like  our  dreams  doth  fade  away, 
Even  as  distant  roundelay! 

(xentle  maiden!  can  our  meeting 
Be  like  sun  at  set  of  day] 

Can  the  bard  his  rhymes  repeating, 
Turn  from  thee  as  lover  gay, 
As  the  gleam  of  farewell  ray! 
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A    PARAPHRASE, 

On  the  vaudevil  of  Mary,  upon  her  departure  from  Frauce  for  Scotland. 


Adieu  plaisant,  pays  de  France! 

O  ray  patrie, 

La  plus  cherie; 
Qui  a  liouri  ma  jeune  eufance, 
Adieu  France!  adieu,  me.s  beaux  jours! 
La  nes  qui  dejoint  mes  amours; 
Nac}'^  dc  moi  quo  lamoitie; 
Une  parte  te  reste,  elle  est  tieune; 
Je  la  fie  a  ton  amitie. 
Pour  que  de  I'autreil  te  souvienne! 


Adieu!  my  long-loved  land  adieu! 

My  country — oh!  to  thee  I  give 
The  parting  tear,  the  farev^^ell  view 

Which  bids  my  rending  heart  to  grieve! 
Thou  dearest  land  to  me!  thy  dance 

Of  time,  too  well  befitteth  thee! 
With  flying  feet,  beloved  France, 

Hath  fled  my  dance  of  infancy! 
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Adieu  blest  France!  once  more  adieu 

My  joyous  hours  of  infant  glee! 
What  foreign  clime  if  placed  in  lieu, 

Should  bid  me  turn,  loved  France,  from 
theel 
Albeit  thy  shore  is  far  away, 

With  pain  I  view  thy  less'ning  strand: 
My  meaner  half  alone  doth  stray 

Perforce  from  thee,  thou  hallowed  land] 

The  best  is  with  thee,  lovely  France, 

High  o'er  the  wave  which  dims  thy  shore, 
My  changeless  heart,  vdth  loftier  trance 

Is  bound  to  thee,  thou  land  of  lore! 
And  may'st  thou  yet,  albeit  we  part, 

Recall  my  name  not  yet  forgot; 
Since  oft  the  sigh  with  tender  art, 

Perchance  may  sooth  my  lonelier  lot.* 

*This  "elegant  and  simple  little  song,"  (as  Bell  calls  it  in 
his  biography  of  the  Scottish  Queen,)  we  deem,  is  all  but  perfect. 
Certain  it  is,  that  no  translation  can  presei-ve  the  spirit  of  the 
original — a  paraphrase  may  be  pardoned. 
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TRANSLATIONS. 


CUPID   STUNG   BY  A  BEE. 

ANACREON. 

God  of  Love,  o'er  roses  bending, 
Cupid  of  the  soft,  soft  wing, 

Where  in  chance  the  bee  was  wending, 
Felt — alas — its  wonted  sting- 
Since  so  soft  his  lovely  finger 

Could  we  marvel  pain  should  linger? 

7 
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Mother,  mother,  I  am  dying! 

Serpent  o'er  the  flow'iy  tree, 

With  such  wings  were  made  for  flying, 
Which  the  carle  doth  call  the  bee, 
(Mother,  mother,  I  must  die!) 
vStriking  well  hath  made  me  sigh. 

Thus  'tis  said,  fair  Venus  saying 
Unto  Love  did  solace  bring; 

With  thy  shaft  so  lightly  jjlaying, 

(Since  so  great  thy  meaner  sting,) 
Canst  thou  scorn  thy  tender  string- 
Cupid  of  the  soft,  soft  wing] 


THE    CICADA. 

ANAfREON. 

Sweet  songster!  thou  whose  genial  lay 
We  deem  more  blest  than  set  of  day! 
Since  o'er  the  dawn  thy  drink  is  dew. 
And  o'er  the  grove  thy  wing  we  view 
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Oft  quiv'ring  with  thy  paean  strain, 
As  if  some  chief  had  swept  the  plain! 
Far  o'er  the  field  or  lengthening  glen, 
All  which  is  placed  within  thy  ken 
Each  season  pours  to  thee  again, 
And  since  thy  life  is  hurt  to  none 
From  simple  carle  thy  praise  is  won. 
With  mortal  men  thy  fame  is  high, 
Sweet  harbinger  of  summer  sky! 
AVhat  if  we  consecrate  thy  shrine 
So  dear  to  the  immortal  Nine] 
No  marvel  if  thy  notes  inspire, 
Since  Phoebus'  love  bestowed  thy  lyre! 
Nor  dost  thou  yet  with  age  decay; 
O  skillful  lover  of  the  Muse, 
Without  the  blood  our  veins  diffuse! 
Sprung  of  the  earth,  thy  careless  day 
Like  to  the  gods  doth  pass  away. 
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JOYOUS    OLD    AGE. 

ANACREON. 


Joyous  age!  thy  bosom  free, 
And  the  dance  of  youthful  glee, 

Hove  to  find; 
And  when  age  is  in  the  dance 
Years  perchance  in  locks  advance. 

But  Youth  in  mind. 


TO    CUPID. 

ANACREON, 


When  the  Muses  Cupid  found. 

As  w^ith  myrtle  gaily  bound, 

Grave  they  him  to  Beauty,  crowned. 

Now  the  goddess  of  the  chase, 
Bringing  gifts  to  win  the  grace, 
Sought  to  save  the  soft  disgrace. 
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But  who  seeks  to  break  his  chain 
Cannot  go — he  must  remain, 
Bound  to  serve  in  love  or  pain. 


DIDO   TO    ENEAS. 

VJRGIL. 

If  you  may  not  within  my  mind 
Infixed,  unmoved  remain, 

I  wish  no  more,  could  Hymen  bind, 
To  wear  the  tender  chain. 

For  you  alone  unbent  my  heart, 

Secure  in  latent  grief: 
Impressed  my  heart  with  gentle  art, 

And  gave  my  breast  relief. 


7* 
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SENECA'S    PROPHECY. 


•  Venient  annis 


Secula  seris,  quibus  Oceanus 
Vincula  rerum  laxet,  et  ingens 
Pateat  tellus,  Tiphysque  (novos) 
Detogat  orbes;  nee  sit  terris 
Ultima  Thiile. 


O'er  the  age  of  later  day 
Ocean  hurling  chains  away, 
Mightier  land  with  boundless  sway 

In  pride  shall  rule. 
And  o'er  wave  of  farthest  sea 
Newer  climes  shall  Tiphys  free 
Unto  the  sky;  nor  shall  be 

The  bounding  Thule. 

Of  this  prophecy,  given  in  the  time  of  Nero,  every  one  can 
see  the  accompUshment,  in  the  expedition  and  discovery  of 
Columbus. 
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THE    LAY    OF    THE  BELLS, 


BT    SCHILLER, 


[A  translation  of  the  first  four  strophes  from  the  prosaical  rhyme  (.( 
D  wight.] 


Standing  by  the  massy  mould 

Look  ye  to  the  plastic  sand! 
Somiding  bell,  ere  eve  is  told, 

Must  we  pour  from  hand  to  hand! 
Sweat  upon  the  brow, 
Ceaseless  let  it  flow, 
Proving  skill  to  artist  given, 
Albeit  the  blessing  is  from  heaven! 

But  joyous  sound  of  mirthful  glee 
Befitteth  well  our  weary  art; 

For  servile  stream  doth  idly  flee 

When  sound  of  joy  is  o'er  the  heart. 
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Right  well  in  hope  we  ne'er  may  dream 
Of  ringing  bell,  of  sounding  knell; 

And  sad  the  carle  whose  eye  doth  gleam 
O'er  toiling  cell  in  thoughtless  spell; 

For  why,  thou  slave,  hath  Rea&on  shed 
On  human  soul  her  lofty  light. 

Save  in  our  art,  by  genius  led, 

We  learn  to  trace  with  strange  delight 
Her  semblance  hurled  unto  the  sight? 

II. 

Pile  ye  then  the  knotty  pine 

Dried  complete  by  sun  or  fire, 
Even  until  the  flame  incline 
Upward,  upward  in  its  ire! 
If  the  copper  flow, 
Hurl  the  tin  below, 
Thus  the  fusion  shall  cohere 
By  the  rule  so  thick  and  clear. 

This  bell  which  we  are  moulding  yet 
By  toiling  hand  and  rising  flame, 


THE  LAY  OF  THE  BELLS.  *       81 

High  o'er  the  church  in  grandeur  set, 

Afar  shall  toll  the  artist's  fame. 
And  far  perchance  in  future  time 

Still  shall  its  tone  enchant  the  ear; 
Even  sorrow's  self  shall  join  its  chime 

And  deep  Devotion  list  to  hear! 
All  which  sad  mortals  weep  or  feel 

Beneath  inconstant  Destiny, 
Is  borne  upon  thy  fun'ral  peal, 

As  oft  it  speeds  the  message  by! 

III. 

Look!  the  bubbles  float  away! 

Melting  masses  running  pure! 
Let  the  salt  its  tribute  pay 

Making  all  right  soon  mature! 
Mingling  fusion  save, 
Foaming  like  the  wave; 
Thus  the  pure  sonorous  bell 
Clear  and  deep  shall  sound  the  knelL 
Oft  with  its  deep  and  merry  sound 

G-reets  it  the  fairy  infant  child 
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W^lien  o'er  its  prime,  in  beauty  found, 

'Tis  borne  in  slumber  sweetly  mild. 
Deep  in  the  lap  of  future  time 

Awaiteth  yet  his  doubtful  lot; 
Yet  still  he  feels  in  hour  of  prime 

A  mother's  care,  not  soon  forgot. 
But  when  his  years  have  onward  fled 
No  more  by  toys  or  maiden  led, 
-But  all  command  in  passion  spuming, 

He  seeks  unbridled  sway. 
Till  from  the  world  in  anger  turning 

Once  more  he  greets  the  homeward  way. 
Strange  is  that  home!  but  drawing  nigh, 
Behold!  with  Youth's  bewitching  eye, 
Bright  in  her  fairy  loveliness, 
Adorned  with  charms  might  angels  bless, 
,  With  downcast  eye  and  cheek  of  red 
And  burning  blush  more  deeply  shed, 
That  maid  right  near  doth  greet  his  glance 
With  whom  in  youth  he  joined  the  dance! 
With  bursting  heart  of  fondest  feeling. 
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At  once  he  seeks  the  lonely  wild 

Where  oft  before  he  careless  smiled; 
But  o'er  his  cKeek  in  silence  stealing 

Warm  tears  of  passion  frequent  stray; 

Nor  seeks  he  yet  his  long-loved  play — 
But  deeply  sad,  he  dares  to  spuni 
To  greet  each  brother  in  his  turn. 
With  burning  cheek  he  seeks  the  maid, 

Hangs  on  her  smile  with  ling'ring  gaze, 
And  plucks  the  flowers  of  fairest  shade 

To  chain  his  love  with  Flora's  bays. 
()  tender  hope  of  magic  ray! 

The  dawn  of  love,  when  too  much  blest, 
Each  eye  beholds  celestial  day, 

And  heart  with  bliss  is  half  opprest! 
O  let  the  bard  in  changeless  love 
Recline  beneath  fair  Dian's  grove!  ^ 

IV. 

Browner  yet  the  pipes  appear! 

Glassy  o'er  the  boiling  cup, 
Plunged  beneath  the  fluid  clear, 
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Pour  ye  till  our  task  is  up. 

Haste  ye  friends,  and  see! 
If  o'er  mixture  free 
Soft  and  fragile  mingling  meet, 
Sure  the  sign,  and  sure  the  feat. 

But  when  the  Fair  and  noble  greet 

And  Strength  and  Beauty  chance  to  meet 

More  joyful  tone  is  o'er  the  night; 
For  bridal  flame  must  shed  its  art 
From  soul  to  soul  and  heart  to  heart 

To  save  each  dream  from  morning  blight. 
Beautiful  the  blushing  bride 

With  her  airy  coronet! 
Joyful  o'er  the  land  or  tide 

Festal  sound  is  ringing  yet! 
O,  the  light  of  fairest  day 
Fadeth  like  the  bloom  of  May! 
Hanging  girdle,  flying  veil, 
Parting  dreams  in  vision  fail! 
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SUNSET    AT    LAKE    ERIE. 
[An  imitation  of  the  German.] 

Erie's  wave 

Loves  to  lave, 
When  the  moon  is  high  ascending, 
And  the  sun  is  far  descending 

To  his  grave. 

Purple  hues 

Rays  diffuse; 
Sea-birds  seek  the  rolling  billow 
Rocking  skiff"  as  on  the  pillow. 

Fairy  lights, 

Dizzy  heights, 
Farewell  beam  of  Phoebus  parting 
Charm  the  heart  in  rapture  starting. 


m- 
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Lovers  meet 

But  to  greet 
Homeward  sails  in  distance  trembling, 
Zephyr  gale  its  breath  dissembling. 

Dying  rays 

Deck  the  maze; 
Picture-like,  and  far  extending, 
Twilight  shades  their  aidance  lending. 

With  a  bound 

The  waves  resound. 
Now  in  vain  their  fury  spending! 
Now  the  rocks  in  fragments  rending 

Far  around. 

Sun  is  low; 

Parting  glow 
Gilds  the  cliff  its  shadows  hurling 
O'er  the  wave  in  eddies  curling 

To  and  fro. 
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THE    TALE    OF    SAPPHO. 


[Tliat  I  may  not  incur  the  censure  of  willful  perversion,  it  is  proper 
to  remark,  tiiat  I  have  changed  the  genuine  story  of  Sappho  and  the  Les- 
bian, only  to  suit  the  custom  of  the  modern  lover — to  woo  and  win  and  then 
forsake  tlie  faultless  maid.  True,  this  is  not  the  "Hero  and  Lealider"  of 
Schiller — but  song  itself,  to  me,  has  lost  its  charm.] 


Spiral  adhuc  amor 


Vivuntque  commissi  calores 
Aeliae  fidibus  puellae. 

HORACE. 


I  watch  the  sea 
In  silence  like  the  night;  the  shore 
More  loudly  sounds  unto  its  roar, 
Or  echoes  back,  as  oft  before, 

Its  revelry : 
But  wherefore  haunt  this  lonely  rock, 
Which  quells,  yet  trembles  to  the  shock, 
As  wave  on  wave  their  arms  inlock 

To  strike  more  free] 
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Mine  is  the  tale 
Of  hopeless  love;  I  cannot  live 
Where  all  the  praise  were  to  forgive 
The  curse  of  life;  alone  I  strive 

As  to  prevail 
With  sullen  grief  to  break  the  bar 
By  grieving  cast  too  long  and  far 
Upon  my  soul — the  only  star 

To  guide  my  sail. 


An  age  of  thought 
Bome  from  the  past,  is  fiercely  hurled, 
As  bursts  the  light  from  distant  world, 
To  meet  my  gaze;  as  if  unfurled 

Some  murky  plot 
To  dare  the  glance  of  mortal  eyes. 
No  more  I  live — I  cannot  prize 
The  common  scene  of  purest  dyes 

By  others  sought. 
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The  magic  wreath 
By  hope  and  love  in  folly  twined, 
I  cannot  wear;  nor  can  I  find 
One  thought  to  cheer  my  hopeless  mind, 

Nor  is  my  breath 
But  feebly  felt,  as  when  the  sail 
Scarce  leaps  unto  the  breathing  gale; 
Nor  fits  my  life  the  playful  tale — 

A  living  death* 


The  hidden  fire 
Which  bums  within  my  weary  breast 
Is  as  that  flame  which  cannot  rest, 
Sent  for  the  curse  of  the  unblest 

Not  to  expire. 
Wild  as  the  tempests  of  the  deep, 
No  more  my  thoughts  in  calmness  sleep; 
No  rest  is  mine,  enough  to  sweep 

My  silent  lyre. 

8* 
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To  WOO  the  Muse 
Oft  have  I  sought  the  airy  height, 
As  Hnked  in  heart  and  chained  in  sight, 
I  gazed  on  him  whose  beams  of  light 

I  could  not  lose 
And  live  on  earth;  but  madly  clung 
To  that  warm  breast,  and  closely  hung 
Around  that  neck,  the  while  I  sung 

Of  Dian's  hues. 


With  him  alone 
I  plucked  the  flower  along  the  wild, 
While  as  in  love,  we  careless  smiled, 
And  many  an  hour  in  mirth  beguiled 

As  if  to  own 
That  earth  itself  were  paradise. 
While  each  could  trace  in  other's  eyes 
The  untold  thought,  which  oft  replies 

In  silent  tone. 
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That  joy  is  past; 
He  left  my  side — I  scorned  the  wave, 
Although  to  meet  a  living  grave — 
He  fled  my  sight — I  could  not  brave 

That  chilling  blast! 
T  stand  upon  the  hanging  cliff; 
As  if  in  death  so  cold  and  stiff 
That  he  v^ho  guides  yon  rocking  skiff' 

Might  stand  aghast. 


1  see  no  more 
That  beam  of  light  and  look  of  grace, 
Which  as  he  spurned  my  last  embrace, 
He  bore  sublime  in  foim  and  face 

As  god  of  yore — 
Why  waits  the  sea  as  for  my  doom, 
In  pride  to  seal  my  maiden  gloom. 
Or  sweep  my  love  unto  the  tomb, 

The  billow's  roar? 
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thp:  prairie  chase. 

The  prairie  sun  is  at  its  height, 

And  onward  speeds  the  red-man's  chase; 
Can  he  who  views  such  nerve  and  might 
Sit  quiet  in  his  place  1 

Stout  is  the  steed  and  swift  the  race 

As  not  the  game  can  swiftness  spare, 
But  httle  hopes  for  life  or  grace 

One  moment  more  to  share. 

The  fleecy  clouds  are  floating  by 

Like  dying  shadows  o'er  the  sea, 
While  spreading  plain  and  arching  sky 
Meet,  as  they  one  might  be. 

No  lonely  shrub  to  break  the  view, 

Or  shade  the  hunter  in  his  dream. 
Nor  rugged  banks,  which  fringed  with  yew, 
Betray  the  silent  stream; 
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But  forward  spring  the  hound  and  steed 

More  free  to  press  the  bounding  prey. 
Shall  set  of  sun,  with  slighter  speed 
Behold  the  backward  way? 

Beside  the  hunter  as  he  flies 

Alone  there  rides  his  lonely  bride; 
An  hour  of  sjDort  or  of  surprise 

Enough  to  be  her  guide. 

Fair  was  the  maid;  the  fairest  flower 

'  ft 

That  blooms  within  her  native  wild, 
Or  decks  the  white-man's  forest  bower, 
Less  purely  grew  and  smiled. 

Oh!  but  for  her  the  light  were  shade 

To  dim  that  hunter's  manly  face, 
And  little  joy  without  that  maid, 

To  seek  the  weary  chase. 

Right  onward  fled  the  chief  so  brave, 
And  onward  flew  his  faithful  niate; 
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But  voices  came  as  from  the  grave 
To  warn  of  speedy  fate. 

Long  w^as  the  race,  as  turns  the  sun 

Once  more  to  seek  an  hour  of  rest; 
Yet  seems  the  chase  as  but  begun 

To  close  far  down  the  west. 

The  chief  gi'evv  dark  in  pride  and.  ire 

At  once  to  strike  the  flagging  prey, 
One  bound  to  give — and  then  to  fire 
Ere  falls  the  set  of  day. 

Vet  could  he  not  his  daring  try 

To  strike  the  prize  he  could  not  gain, 
.And  soon  had  turned  with  backward  eye 
To  sweep  the  trackless  plain; 

But  still  his  mate,  so  fond  and  true. 

Inspires  to  close  the  weary  feat, 
No  matter  if  the  dawn  should,  view 

Their  long  but  proud  retreat. 
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She  sought  the  sport — and  onward  fled 

The  idol  of  her  eye  and  heart; 
Ere  eve  is  up  that  prize  is  led, 

Or  life  from  life  shall  part! 

For  could  he  fail  that  chase  to  close, 

Or  yield  to  love  his  latest  strife? 
Oh!  could  he  pause,  or  seek  repose 
Where  pride  alone  is  life? 

The  plain  resounds — he  forward  bent 

More  sure  to  make  his  deadly  aim; 
His  bride  was  near  and  torn  and  rent 
Her  bosom  met  the  flame. 

He  fell  upon  that  bleeding  breast — 

He  felt  that  heart  in  dying  swell. 
And  steed  and  game  are  at  their  rest, 
Or  list  the  parting  knell. 

His  bride  was  lost — he  could  not  lend 
To  other  heart  that  fearful  tale, 
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But  with  the  day  his  life  shall  end 
To  fit  the  dying  gale. 

The  sun  was  set — the  mom  arose — 

No  voice  to  tell  the  red-man's  fate, 
Or  speed  the  tale  to  cheer  his  foes 
As  fearful  in  their  hate. 

They  found  him  on  the  verging  plain 

Close  by  the  side  of  his  cold  bride; 
The  dagger  closed  that  hour  of  pain, 
The  pang  he  could  not  hide. 

For  savage  boast,  alone  to  tell 

That  pain  is  felt,  but  not  reveal'd — 
He  could  not  think  that  trying  spell 
Was  but  too  well  conceal'd! 

The  hunter  seeks  that  airy  land 

Which  by  his  sire  was  often  told, 
That  with  his  bride,  he  hand  in  hand 
Might  in  the  chase  grow  old. 
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TO    GEN.    ANDREW    JACKSON. 

Hero  of  thy  long-loved  West! 

Thou  whose  locks  are  silver  gray, 
Relic  of  thy  proud  behest, 

Freedom  saved  in  other  day! 
Hail  thou  victor,  hail  thou  chief, 
Scarce  thy  brow  is  marked  with  grief, 
Since  thine  eye  doth  scan  the  plain 
Which  thou  sav'st,  and  not  in  vain, 
And  thy  visions  oft  may  tell 
Tears  shall  wait  thy  dying  knell! 
O,  thy  name  o'er  many  a  land 
Yet  shall  wake  the  breast  unmanned, 
And  perchance  shall  guide  the  brave 
Unto  glory  or  the  grave! 

Standing  by  thy  rampart-wall 

Thou  did'st  wave  thy  signal  brand, 
9 
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Born  to  triumph  or  to  fall 

O'er  the  foe,  or  with  thy  land! 
Proud  beneath  thy  banner-star 
Thou  hast  gained  the  palm  of  war! 
O,  thy  deeds  do  grace  the  page 
Which  shall  live  from  age  to  age, 
And  thy  land  so  proud  in  thee 
Here  shall  prove  fidelity! 
Brio-ht  the  fame  which  thou  hast  won 
As  thy  own  benignant  sun!^ 
Since  that  arm  is  scarce  unstrung 

Which  did  guide  thy  charging  band, 
Though  thy  locks  not  tell  thee  young. 

Shall  we  dread  the  hostile  brand? 
Shall  we  stain  thy  deathless  fame, 

Laurel  wreath  for  daring  donel 
Hast  thou  heeded  empty  blame 

Hurl'd  in  vain  by  reckless  tongue 
Since  not  yet  thy  race  is  run? 
Age  hath  sorrow,  age  hath  ill; 

Joy  is  scarce  to  hero  flung! 
Hast  thou  felt  thy  life-blood  chill, 

As  of  yore  the  bai'd  hath  sungi 
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THE    CHASE. 

With  horns  and  men  adorn  the  glen 

Haste  ye  unto  the  chase! 
And  when  the  day  doth  close  again, 
With  hounds  and  game  returning  then 

We'll  boast  the  speedy  race. 

List  to  the  sound! — the  deer  doth  bound 

Right  speedily  away! 
Think  ye  that  eve  shall  view  us  crown' d, 
And  turning  back  with  merry  sound 

To  greet  the  set  of  dayl 

Heard  ye  that  shout] — the  game  is  out. 

And  hounds  upon  the  track! 
Right  down  the  dell  she  takes  her  route — 

Haste — ere  the  hounds  so  swift  and  stout 

Shall  leap  upon  thy  back! 
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Now  o'er  the  vale,  with  shadows  pale 
Full  oft  she  turns  her  path; 

Now  o'er  the  cliff  she  seems  to  sail, 
As  bounding  skiff  before  the  gale, 

And  scorns  the  hunter's  wrath! 

* 

But  can  that  deer,  with  hounds  so  near 

Escape  the  hunter  now? 
At  once  she  turns  unto  the  rear — 
Turn — ^turn  ye  hounds,  or  yet  we  fear 
Your  foam  in  vain  shall  flow! 

One  moment  passed — it  was  the  last, 

And  hunter  turns  again; 
With  joyful  lips  he  gives  the  blast, 
The  hunter's  sport  ere  eve  is  past 
Far  down  the  sounding  glen. 


101 


ZULEIKA. 


A    GRECIAN    TALE. 


No  more  the  winds  in  silence  sleep; 
The  wild  waves  break  on  Lonna's  steep, 
As  borne  on  high  the  light  caique 
More  swiftly  veers  into  the  creek; 
And  brings  it  here  an  Othman  foe 
From  Lesbos'  rocks  or  Egripol 
Slight  cause  to  tell  such  idle  tale; 
Look  thou  to  Scio — know  that  sail! 

Bright  as  the  day-dawn  o'er  the  east, 
Where  eyes  of  love  on  beauty  feast; 
Pure — as  the  light  from  other  days 
Without  one  cloud  to  dim  its  blaze; 
Soft — as  those  beams  which  round  the  heart 
Play  in  the  magic  of  their  art; 
So  strangely  felt,  so  undefined 

The  power  which  woos  and  wins  the  mind! 

9* 
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Such  is  the  sheen  around,  above, 
Hath  made  this  clime  com j) el  to  love. 
For  all  of  land  and  cloudless  skies 
Could  match  or  make  a  paradise, 
Hath  joined  within  this  fairy  land 
By  ocean  washed,  by  zephyrs  fanned; 
And  he  who  knows  may  well  confess 
That  here  at  least  is  loveliness. 

Fair  clinic!  whose  every  mount  and  isle 
-  But  dimly  wears  its  wonted  smile. 
As  borne  along  the  changeless  deep 
The  pilgiim  hails  Morea's  steep! 
For-  who  that  treads  thy  rocky  shore 
Can  trace  thy  fame,  thy  might  of  yore. 
Thy  glorious  deeds  we  oft  have  read, 
And  say  that  not  thy  soul  is  fledl 
.   So  dark  each  mount  and  favor'd  grove. 
Though  still  thy  sky  is  clear  above; 
And  each  bold  stream,  as  wont,  is  free 
To  yield  its  tribute  to  the  sea; 
'Tis  sad  fair  Greece,  tis  sad  to  see 
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That  freedom  reigns  no  more  in  thee! 
For  such  the  offspring  of  thy  power, 
The  reckless  children  of  this  hour, 
No  more  they  reck  of  freedom  gone — 
Unfeeling  they  as  statued  stone! 
But  Othman  treads  thy  subject  strand. 
And  where  he  makes  or  meets  a  foe. 
No  matter  why — he  hath  a  brand, 

Nor  needs  he  much  to  strike  the  blow. 

It  is  as  if  at  Beauty's  shrine 
We  pause  to  deem  it  too  divine; 
Gaze  on  the  brow  and  forehead  high. 
And  catch  the  glances  of  that  eye, 
Till  o'er  the  heart  the  fond  impress   ^ 
Hath  turned  all  else  to  nothingness: 
Again — ^beheld  the  doubtful  change 
Hath  made  that  image  wild  and  strange! 
The  dim  eye's  glance,  the  temples  pale, 
That  saddest  boon  of  wo  and  wail; 
And  watched  that  cheek  whence  all  hath  fled 
Save  that  pure  calmness  of  the  dead. 
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Which  marks  the  gush  of  parting  life 
As  if  to  grace  that  mortal  strife; 
Ah!  but  for  that  angelic  hue, 
That  accent  still  so  fond  and  true, 
And  those  mild  traits  that  still  may  tell 
That  life  hath  saved  her  last  farewell, 
Still  might  we  pause  in  doubt  to  say 
That  here  hath  passed  the  tyrant's  sway. 

Such  is  the  land  we  gaze  upon; 
Scarce  saved  the  trace  of  glory  gone! 
Yet  still  enouQfh  those  hues  which  streak 
Each  mountain  cliff  and  summit  bleak 
To  tell  that  death  not  yet  reveals 
That  latest  gloom  which  dying  seals. 
Still  might  we  trace  each  battle-field, 
Almost  the  banner  and  the  shield, 
And  catch  the  sound  at  mountain  pass 
Where  bled  and  fell  Leonidas! 
Beheld  as  yet  the  deathless  flame 
Enkindled  by  that  fearful  name, 
All  save  th'  unconquerable  might. 
The  soul  of  fire,  the  flame  of  fight! 
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Such  is  the  dimness  o'er  this  land 
So  often  swept  by  fire  and  brand! 
Yet  swears  each  Greek  to  bleed  or  die 
Beneath  dark  Othman's  fearful  eye. 
For  o'er  the  wave  of  sounding  ocean, 

Far  in  the  distance  dimly  dancing. 
Thou  might'st  have  caught  the  hasty  motion 

Of  Moslem  bark  o'er  eve  advancing. 
The  shore  is  reached;  the  danger's  past — 
By  Ali's  head  is  this  the  last? 
High  o'er  the  land  of  freedom's  home 
Shall  hated  foe  securely  roam? 
Or  yields  the  Greek  in  such  a  strife, 
Or  yields  he  but  with  parting  life? 

The  sun's  last  ray  is  o'er  the  crag, 
As  Othman  courser  deigns  to  lag; 
And  o'er  the  mount,  the  hunter  near 
Beholds  that  band,  yet  not  in  fear. 
For  heedless  of  the  pacha's  Avi-ath, 
He  fearless  treads  his  mountain  path, 
And  weary  from  the  rugged  chase 
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Hath  turned  him  to  his  biding  place. 
O'er  snow-clad  cliff  and  mountain  brow 
Secure  is  he,  unknown  to  foe. 
'Twas  he  who  saw,  and  he  who  gave 
The  fearful  tale  of  Othman  brave! 

I  saw  them  reach' the  rocky  shore; 
The  far  cliff  doubled — then  no  more. 
But  who  is  he  ere  long  they  meet 
With -fiery  steed,  so  strong  and  fleet] 
Stern  Harun  spurs  that  courser's  speed, 
And  wo  to  him  who  meets  that  steed! 
For  ere  he  fall  in  sullen  fight 
Shall  Moslem  slain  confess  his  might, 
And  he  who  lays  that  rider  low 
Himself  shall  feel  the  sabre  blow! 
With  calpac  close,  prepared  for  war 
Beside  him  hung  his  scimitar; 
With  loaded  pistols  for  the  chase, 
Secure  in  pearl-enamelled  case; 
And  sabre  stained  unto  the  hilt 
With  Othman  blood  he  oft  hath  spilt. 
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Which  firmly  clasped,  he  raised  on  high. 
As  if  to  greet  the  battle  cry; 
With  looks  that  seem  of  deadly  hate 
Right  soon  he  meets  or  shuns  his  fate. 

Onward — onward  ilies  his  steed 
More  swift,  I  ween,  than  lightning's  speed! 
For  as  he  left  me  in  his  flight 
I  scarce  had  caught  his  crest  of  light, 
Nor  soon  in  sooth  my  troubled  breast 
Shall  gain  once  more  its  wonted  rest. 
For  who  that  gazed  upon  that  face 
Could  mark  one  trace  of  love  or  grace? 
As  dark  the  gloom  o'er  Eblis'  gate, 
So  deeply  traced  his  quenchless  hate. 
Revenge — revenge  is  on  that  brow, 
And  bold  the  slave  shall  lay  him  low! 

There  is  a  darker  loneliness 
Than  aught  of  danger  or  distress; 
That  brow  of  gloom  that  shuns  the  eye 
Would  search  into  its  mystery, 
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Or  if  at  times  they  chance  to  meet; 
'Tis  but  with  scorn  that  gaze  to  greet; 
And  he  who  vi«ws  that  gloom  more  near 
May  well  deny  a  breast  of  fear. 
No  joy  within  that  murky  breast, 
No  dream  of  love  to  make  it  blest, 
But  one  dark  cloud  of  cheerless  gloom 
As  that  might  haunt  it  to  the  tomb; 
Unchanged  by  place,  unbent  by  time. 
Such  is  the  loneliness  of  crime! 
And  such  might  be  dark  Harun's  soul — 
Such  might  it  be — yet  not  the  whole. 

He  nears  the  mount;  the  distant  shore 
Recedes  away — is  seen  no  more! 
One  moment  stood  as  if  in  fear — 
Nor  heard  nor  felt  but  silent  air; 
Nor  in  that  face,  nor  in  that  eye 
Where  passive  lightnings  seem  to  lie, 
Were  little  caught  from  which  to  date 
Aught  which  he  then  might  contemplate, 
Save  that  his  glance  is  upward  bent 
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Where  yon  high  cliff' is  torn  and  rent, 
Yet  guards  so  well  the  rugged  cave 
Which  far  o'erlooks  the  land  and  wave. 
'Twas  there  but  late,  at  dead  of  night. 
Led  by  Zuleika's  beacon-light, 
Stem  Harun  climbed  the  dizzy  height, 
And  gave  to  love  one  treacherous  hour 
So  well  beguiled  from  Othman's  power. 
Stem  Harun  gazed  as  on  the  sun — 
One  moment  more — as  that,  is  gone! 

Zuleika,  who  and  what  was  she? 
The  fairest  flower  of  Osmanlie! 
So  pale  that  brow,  so  dark  that  eye, 
And  ringlets  scarce  of  lighter  dye; 
So  pure  those  hues  which  do  impress 
And  stamp  each  trait  with  loveliness! 
Gaze  if  thou  wilt;  'twere  vain  to  tell 
That  dark  eye's  glance,  that  bosom's  swell; 
But  gaze  upon  the  Othman  sprite 
If  thou  <lost  wake  at  hour  of  night, 
And  tell,  if  well  thou  canst,  the  hue 
10 


210  DREAMS  OP  THE  MORNING. 

Which  meets  and  melts  in  every  view: 
So  bright  her  glance,  so  softly  pure 
Each  charm  that  w^akes  but  to  allure. 
Oh!  who  could  say  Zuleika's  brow 
Was  not  more  pure  than  stainless  snow? 
Or  that  fair  cheek  where  roses  smile 
Could  not  the  gods  to  earth  beguile? 
Nay,  though  the  maids  of  paradise 
Should  break  upon  my  faithless  eyes, 
No  lovelier  fomi  my  gaze  to  greet — 
As  light  her  step,  her  dance  as  fleet, 
Where  through  the  hall  or  echoing  court 
She  seem'd,  as  swept  the  flying  sport, 
A  shrine  perchance  of  heavenly  biith 
For  bliss  created,  doomed  to  earth! 

That  steed  is  gone;  the  rock  is  past 
Which  proudly  breaks  the  tempest  blast: 
Ere  long  he  meets  the  hated  foe — 
Shall  Harun's  blood  in  battle  flow? 
The  steed  is  past;  but  fled  alone 
That  rider  whom  he  deigns  to  own? 
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With  caftan  high,  and  brow  of  pride, 
One  page  alone  is  at  his  side; 
But  he  who  meets  that  faithful  slave 
As  soon  shall  meet  a  bloody  grave! 

Where  rocks  above  so  closely  meet 
Right  well  might  save  or  bar  retreat. 
Hath  Othman  spurred  his  foaming  steed 
To  seek  the  foe  he  dooms  to  bleed. 
And  far  behind,  his  lengthening  train 
Their  careless  course  have  slowly  ta'en. 
For  here  in  dizzy  windings  lost 
One  foe  might  scorn  that  Moslem  host. 
Well  fit  such  place  for  Paynim  wile 
To  bar  with  dead  that  deep  defile! 
Nor  scarce  they  reach  the  midway  path 
Worn  by  the  torrent's  vanished  wrath. 
Ere  Othman  heard  the  carbine's  sound, 

And  saw  beside  him  as  he  stood 
His  boldest  Emir  press  the  ground 

And  roll  into  the  flood! 
Nor  dared  that  pacha's  rage  to  meet 
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The  faithless  foe  he  sought  to  greet 

Deep  in  Morea's  wood; 
But  backward  reigned,  his  courser's  neigh 
Betrayed  that  wretch  too  near  to  day. 
Sullen  he  stood  before  that  fire; 
His  dark  soul  swelled  in  darker  ire, 
"And  wo  to  him  who  leads  the  van, 
Accursed  the  chief,  accursed  his  clan!" 
But  ere  his  brand  hath  quench'd  its  wrath 
His  falling  vassals  close  his  path. 
Who  leads  his  band  o'er  Moslem  dead 
With  sabre  hilt  so  darkly  red?      ^ 
He  knew  him  by  his  fearful  mien. 
And  that  high  crest  he  oft  hath  seen — 
Stern  Harun  fought  to  save  the  shame 
From  Scio  swept  by  sword  and  flame! 

As  meet  the  waves  of  hostile  seas 
Around  the  blue  Symplegades; 
As  wave  on  wave  in  airy  motion 
More  darkly  rolls  into  the  ocean, 

When  heard  afar,  or  dashing  near, 
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No  sound  is  heard  but  that  of  fear; 
I'he  thund'ring  crash,  the  boiUng  flood, 
The  clashing  sweep  of  forest  wood, 

And  oft  more  deep,  more  wildly  clear 
Some  mortal  shriek  to  wound  the  ear! 
Thus — as  the  stream's  resistless  course 
More  wildly  spurns  obstruction's  force — 
So,  by  the  far  projecting  rock 
Hath  met  that  wild  opposing  shock! 
Thus  join  the  foes  whom  mutual  hate 
Impels  to  seek  or  seal  their  fate! 

But  she  who  fought  by  Havun's  side, 
Who  might  have  guessed  'twas  Harun's  bride? 
He  fell — nor  much  I  ween  he  knew 
Zuleika's  self,  forever  true! 

He  heard  her  shriek,  he  heard  her  cry — 

Could  Harun  wake  or  pause  to  die? 

Scarce  could  he  this — yet  feebly  spake 

To  soothe  the  pain  he  might  not  break — 

Zuleika!  mou-rn  not,  weep  not  now 
10* 
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Though  death-drops  chill  thy  Harun's  brow — 
One  pause  as  if  some  j)roof  to  seek 
Of  her  who  gave  that  piercing  shriek; 
'Tis  thee  my  love!  tliy  pallid  cheek, 
Thy  own  dark  eye  so  mild  and  meek; 
And  that  fair  neck  w^hereon  I  hung 
Till  heart  to  heart  our  bosoms  clun'4, 
And  lip  to  lip  was  madly  prest 
Confessing  love,  too  well  confest! 
'       Enough — that  wn'th  thee  I  was  blest — 
Farewell — farewell!  I  sink  to  rest! 

Zuleika  gave  nor  word  nor  sigh 
To  tell  that  inward  agony, 
Which  like  some  chill  resistless  blast 
Had  pierced  its  victim  as  it  passed. 
Enough  was  said — enough  was  done — 
That  eye  had  closed — that  heart  was  stone! 
Too  wild  her  grief,  too  much  hei*  pain     , 
To  gaze  on  him  she  loved  in  vain; 
But  that  cold  breast  in  madness  prest 
Which  oft  before  she  had  caressed — 
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One  feverish  pressure  of  that  hand 
Which  scarce  had  quit  the  battle-brand, 
And  one  wild  look  as  of  despair, 
She  senseless  sunk  at  Harun's  side, 
As  onward  rolled  the  battle's  tide 

And  left  that  corse  in  silence  there! 

It  was  as  if  the  dark  simoom 
Had  swept  the  flow'ret  to  the  tomb; 
One  moment  past  it  nobly  grew 
As  if  to  tempt  some  angel's  view; 
No  stain  of  earth  to  dim  its  glow, 
Strange  that  it  spning  for  those  below! 
The  desert  blast  hath  swept  the  plain — 
Why  hath  that  flow'ret  lived  in  vain'( 

But  such  the  tale  of  Othman's  powei ; 
Nor  know  we  more  in  such  an  hour 
Of  her  who  loved  or  him  who  bled; 
For  this  alone  hath  hunter  said, 
And  this  enough  in  pain  to  see 
That  grief  is  more  than  misery.  ■* 
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ALCYONE. 

Maiden!  of  the  sparkling  eye, 
J  oy  and  love  in  rapture  dancing 

O'er  thy  brow  and  forehead  high; 

Even  as  lights  along  the  sky! 
Vk'ith  thy  charms  like  Hyad  glancing, 

And  thy  form  in  vision  nigh, 

Thou  dost  ofain  the  lover's  sig-h! 

By  the  trace  of  bygone  glee, 
By  the  voice  of  farew^ell  gi'eeting, 
-    By  the  flow^'rets  fair  to  see, 

Virgin  rose  less  pure  than  thee; 
By  thy  traits  so  pale  and  fleeting, 

Maiden,  come  and  sing  with  me, 

Fair,  beloved,  Alcyone! 

O,  thy  "smiles  like  sunshine  dart" 
Through  the  blood  in  madness  playing 
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O'er  the  fount  of  youthful  heart 
Ere  our  love  fi'om  friendship  part! 
But  thy  charms  no  more  betraying 
By  the  lure  of  specious  art, 
Make  the  tears  of  anguish  start. 

Lov'st  thou  not  the  hour  of  eve 
When  the  zephyrs  gently  breathing, 
Teach  the  heart  to  weep  or  giieve 
O'er  the  wreck  our  visions  leave? 
Wilt  thou  not  thy  tresses  wreathing, 
With  the  myrtle  ivy  weave, 
While  the  heart  may  yet  believe'f 

Turn  thou  maiden,  ere  the  day 
(Flowers  of  love  in  coldness  fading,) 

With  thy  raptures  fade  away. 

Even  as  Dian's  j)arting  ray! 
With  the  charms  of  virtue  aiding 

Maiden,  turn  again  to  me 

Bright,  adored,  Alcyone! 
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The  iiour  of  eve  is  here  with  hated  vision; 
The  ling'ring  look,  the  parting  knell, 
The  saddest  hour  of  magic  spell, 
The  long,  the  last  farewell! 
The  houi'  of  eve  is  up  with  fairy  legions 
To  bring  my  last  farew^ell! 

Ofr  when  the  deep  dark  clouds  of  night  are 
streaming 
As  if  that  gloom  were  demon's  cell 
( )  darker  thoughts  my  bosom  swell. 
The  long,  the  last  farewell! 
And  thou,  the  god  of  day,  in  gladness  beaming 
T)()st  mock  mv  sad  farewell! 
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The  first  calm  hues  of  night   were   onward 
speedmg, 
And  thou,  my  love,  my  light  gazelle," 
I  saw  thee  then — enough  to  tell 
My  long,  my  last  farewell! 
Even  now,  at  set  of  day,  my  heart  fresh 
bleeding 
Recalls  that  dim  farewell. 
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